*   The Jasmin Bush   *

In this way she continued artlessly to garden as the
royal procession moved through the village, but at the
unaccustomed tramp of feet, she looked up from her
work and saw the heads of the elephants over the
hedge. In a flash she was aware of the White Umbrella.
Now she had been brought up to believe that an ex-
traordinary future awaited her. During the last week
the interpretation put upon the freakish flowering of
her bush had excited her a good deal. In fact, as she gar-
dened, she had been wondering when this long-foretold
fortune would arrive. At the sight of the King she
knew it must be close, but felt she was hardly dressed
to meet it. Her first impulse was to run into the house.
Then she thought, TSfo, one should not be eager, nor
should one meddle with the tide of events/ With her
back to the King, who had now entered the garden, she
continued for the moment to plant her seeds in the pots.
Usana remained seated on his elephant. He was
aware of her presence, but he did not stare at her. In-
stead, glancing round, he observed gently: "The high
view from this house is very pleasant. What peace
there is and freshness too. Some day', he continued, CI
must build hereabouts a pavilion and a little shrine. In
the evening to sit and watch the sun fall into Irrawaddy
as the smoke of cooking fires went straight up, how
that would wrap one away from the travail of the
world/ He spoke almost sadly; the shock of the pre-
vious day had left him less buoyant.
'And now*, he added, 'show me this bush/
The headman and elders made polite signs; it was a
few steps down the garden; would the Future Buddha
deign to look?
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